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Slave to the Power of Dave 


Author's Notes: 

This was written to fulfill a 2015 Ficmas wish, although | can't remember whose or what exactly the wish 
asked for, but something along the lines of Dave joins the band and Steve takes an immediate liking to him. 
(Posted initially Dec 2015, deleted from the site due to technical problems in July 20l6, and now l'm reposting 
it) 


"This is fuckin’ bizarre," Dave said, mostly to himself, but also to the cow he was gingerly stepping past. She 
mooed amiably at him. Must be a lucky sign, he thought. Trying not to step in cow shit, he maneuvered his 
way toward the unhitched travel trailer that was sitting at the far end of the small field Is this Steve bloke 


having a laugh, he wondered. Who holds band auditions in a travel caravan in the middle of a cow pasture? 


He rapped his knuckles on the flimsy door and a moment later had to jump back when it unexpectedly swung 
outward right toward him. 


A young man with long brown hair held the door aside with one arm and said "Hello," rather formally as Dave 
stepped inside. 


"Careful, don't biff your head--" the man warned him, unfortunately a split second too late and Dave smacked 


his forehead into the low doorframe. 

Startled, a bit embarrassed but unhurt, Dave laughed at his clumsiness and extended his hand. "Hi. Steve?" 
Steve's handshake was firm. "You must be Dave. Nice tmeet you. Sorry about the head plunk there.” 

"l'm fine," Dave hastened to assure him. 


He's on time, Steve thought. A promising start. And quite good-looking, for a bloke. Golden blond hair fell softly 


around his shoulders. He looked very young. 
"Let me take your jacket," Steve began, then asked, "How old are you? | forgot to ask on the phone." 


"Nineteen," Dave replied, setting down his guitar case. As he unbuttoned his jacket and handed it to Steve, a 
faint draft of sweetly scented fresh air wafted up from his clothes. Underneath his denim jacket, presumably 
for extra warmth, he also had on a wooly green and blue striped sweater that was laced with several various- 
sized holes, Steve noticed sympathetically. The next thing Steve saw were Dave's eyes, vivid light blue and 
seeming almost to be illuminated from the inside, like two little round aquariums. His irises were rimmed 


strikingly in dark blue and his eyes framed by long lashes much darker than the hair that graced his head. 


Dave had decided to wear his Led Zeppelin t-shirt that day, figuring it was a safe bet for the audition 
Everybody loved Zeppelin 


Pointing at the logo on Dave's shirt Steve asked, "Who else do you like?" 


"Um, Cream, The Who, Sabbath," Dave replied, his eyes turning up toward the ceiling in contemplation "Hendrix, 


of course." 
"Gonna play some Hendrix for me today, | hope?" 
"Yeah!" Dave said, his hands already restless and eager to start playing. 


"I love Zepplin too," Steve remarked, looking quite wise as he leaned back and crossed his arms. "And Pink Floyd, 
Jethro Tull, Emerson Lake and Palmer... 


"Oh, yeah, me too." Dave actually wasn't too familiar with the latter and wished he hadn't blurted out 
otherwise. Hopefully Steve wouldn't ask him to play any of their songs. 


Could this bloke possibly be any good, Steve wondered as Dave took his guitar out of its case and pulled the 
strap over his head. He looked like some kind of merry wood nymph, not a heavy metal guitarist. Did he even 


have hair on his arms? Indeed he did, it was just very light. But he was awfully cute, Steve thought in spite of 


himself. Maybe the band would attract more female fans if he joined up. 
"Do you have a girlfriend?" Steve asked. 


Dave pointed with his right hand at his guitar and jiggled its neck with his left. "This is the girlfriend right 
here," he replied with a winsome smile that made his cheeks look very round and revealed a row of small, 


uniformly sized teeth. 


At this charming sight, Steve felt the corners of his own mouth turning up. As he would soon come to 


discover, Dave's irrepressible smile had the power to make him smile too, no matter how he felt. 


Steve plugged Dave's guitar cable into a little Fender amp for him and felt obliged to apologize. "Pardon the 
puny amp. This thing is running on batteries," he explained, gesturing to the trailer. 


"Do you live in here?" Dave asked, still genuinely confused as to what the hell they were doing in the middle of 


a cow field. 


"No, | live with me grannie. That's why | keep this caravan, you know, for some privacy," Steve said with a 


knowing look. 


He walked away a few steps to get his bass while Dave discreetly got accustomed to the amp, fiddling with the 
knobs and working out his tone. If he was nervous Steve couldn't tell. He noodled around playing a little bit of 
‘Voodoo Child’ while Steve plugged into a small bass amp and got ready to join him. 


"That sounds nice," Steve said, watching him play and trying to imagine him on stage. 
"Cheers, mate," said Dave. 


"So, here's something I've been working on," Steve said and launched into a song he'd written recently called 
‘Wrathchild’ By the time he'd gotten through the chorus and looped back to the opening riff, Dave jumped 
right in and seemed to intuitively know what to do. He even improvised an inventive guitar solo that 
complemented the song quite well. Steve watched him intently. Dave's face was partly hidden behind hair, but 
Steve appreciated the focus in his expression as he played, and he smiled to himself at the sight of the small 
tip of Dave's tongue peeking out from between his lips. 


Steve felt a fluttery warmth in his belly and knew right then he was going to offer Dave the job. But he was 


enjoying jamming with him and wanted him to stick around a bit longer. 


After the last notes of the song died out, Steve asked, "What did you think of ‘Presence'?" referring to 


Zeppelin's latest album. 


‘It's ok. A few great songs, but overall I'd say its their weakest album so far." 


"Yeah, | agree." 


Without warning, Dave suddenly tore into a killer version of the riff from ‘Achilles Last Stand, the best song 


on the album they were just discussing. 
"That sounded awesome, mate!" 

"Thanks," Dave said modestly. 

"How long have you been playing guitar?" 
"About four years." 


"Blimey! Only four years? You're fuckin’ good. Really, really good," Steve said, shaking his head in amazement. 
"Can you sing?" he asked. 


Shit. The ad hadn't said anything about singing. Dave couldn't sing to save his life. "No," he admitted reluctantly. 
"That's ok," Steve said "Always nice to have someone who can do backup vocals, but it's not a requirement.” 


Dave wondered if that meant that he had the job. Steve's warm dark-brown eyes were intense but kind. He 
had a pair of friendly eyebrows that nearly joined in the middle, especially when he was deep in thought. 


"Well, you're in, if you'd like," Steve declared, settling Dave's uncertainty. 
"Yeah, great! Absolutely," Dave said, a huge grin beaming from his face. 


Some preliminaries had to be discussed. Steve explained a few ground rules. Common sense, really, he figured, 


but he wanted to be unequivocal. 


"Don't miss band practice. Don't even be late to one. And don't even think about being late to a gig," Steve said 
firmly. 


"Has the band got any gigs booked?" Dave asked, a fair question 


"No, not at the moment, unfortunately. But I'm working on it every day," Steve said, his jaw clenching with 
determination "Oh. There's just one more thing. Well, two things, actually. The band's already got two 
guitarists." 


By the time Dave left the audition it was getting dark out. Steve walked him back to his car with a flashlight 
so that they could spot the cow turds. 


Back in the trailer, Steve felt giddy, high almost. He was suddenly feeling very optimistic about the future of 
the band, after so many frustrations and disappointments. Could Dave be the missing ingredient he'd been 
searching for? He was so natural and unassuming, but Steve recognized a determined spirit in him. He must be 


a hard worker to have achieved such a high level of skill after only four years on the guitar. 


And blimey, he seemed like a cheerful bloke too, Steve thought. He was already looking forward to seeing him 
again, and even considered phoning him that night to thank him for coming in and to talk about music some 
more. Maybe Dave's sunny disposition would be good for the other band members, who always seemed to be 


bitching or squabbling about something. 


As he sat down to unwind with a can of beer and calm the butterflies in his stomach, Steve felt a familiar 
tingling in his balls. Christ, he'd been so busy lately that he hadn't had time to consider getting laid or even to 
have a wank, he realized matter -of-factly. His daily existence was dedicated to playing music, writing music, 
and trying to make Iron Maiden a success. Sometimes he forgot to enjoy himself. But now his dick was swelling 
with blood and it needed to be stroked. After tugging down his jeans, he pulled out his stiffening cock and 
started gently massaging it. Once it was fully hard he circled it with his thumb and first two fingers and began 
stroking himself steadily, sliding his foreskin back and forth over the head in a tight grip, a motion he knew 
from years of experience would help get him over the edge quickly. His balls were already aching and drawn up 
against his body so he knew it wouldn't take long. There were times to have a leisurely drawn-out wank, but 
this was not one of those times. As his hand moved faster, he spread his legs wide and pushed his hips up 
into his fist. With each pump he could feel the pressure building, the cum moving up toward his cock. He 
thought the flimsy trailer might start rocking back and forth he was wanking so hard. Suddenly he felt his 
cock pulse in his hand and the wave of pleasure that had been mounting crashed through his body. The first 
jet of cum shot out so forcefully it hit him under the chin, and the remaining five spurts pumped out onto his 


belly as he moaned, jerking and squeezing out every last drop. 


Now that he could think clearly again, sitting there with a puddle of warm cum slowly running into the hair 
under his navel, he realized that he had a couple of phone calls to make. The two other guitarists were Terry 
and a guy also named Dave, of all things, and they probably weren't going to be happy about the band taking 
on a third guitarist. Especially since he hadn't even mentioned to them that he was auditioning any. 


"They're still calling me ‘Smurf," Dave confessed to Steve over a pint one day after band practice. 


"I know. They're wankers," Steve said apologetically. The nickname ‘Smurf had been given to Dave by one of the 
other guitarists, he couldn't remember which, in order to lessen the confusion of having two Daves in the 


band. Steve actually thought it was sort of funny, but it clearly wasn't a nickname given out of affection 


"| don't think they like me very much," Dave said, realizing immediately that he must've sounded really whiny. 
He simply wanted Steve to be aware that the other guys were attempting to create an unsportsmanlike 


atmosphere. "Today after rehearsal Terry said to me, ‘This isn't fucking Lynyrd Skynyrd, you know, we don't 


need three guitarists." Dave chuckled recalling this threatening comment directed at him. The man had a point. 
But if anyone should leave it should be one of them, not him. He was better than them and everyone knew it. 


"They're just jealous," Steve said, and quickly added, "| mean, because you're so good.. uh, on the guitar." 
Sometimes, especially after he'd had a beer or two, Steve noticed that he felt nervous and odd around Dave, 
almost as if he were on a date with a beautiful girl. Yet at the same time he felt happy and comforted, like he 
was talking to someone he'd known all his life. But it was true, the other two guys couldn't even approach Dave 
in terms of skill, style, or looks. 


So, even though Steve wanted the band to have more than one guitarist, to strengthen the harmonies and to 
trade licks with Dave, he gave Terry and the lesser Dave the boot after only a couple more halfhearted 
rehearsals. They had made it clear to him that it was going to be either them or Dave, and it was an easy 


choice. 


After they were gone, Steve felt a sense of relief. There were fewer distractions during rehearsals, and he 
found himself not having to shout "play faster!" nearly as much. They also started getting some gigs and Dave 
seemed to gain even more confidence as a member of the band, which pleased Steve because he wanted Dave 
to feel at home. He didn't voice his abstract but hopeful feelings to anyone but he had a premonition that he 


and Dave would be the ambassadors of Iron Maiden for years to come. 


And with the band whittled down to a four-piece, Steve also had more opportunity to indulge in his increasing 
fondness for Dave. At Saturday afternoon rehearsals, to which Dave unfailingly showed up hungover, Steve 


made a ritual out of bringing him a banana to eat. 

‘Cheers. Now what's this for?" Dave inquired when Steve had first presented him with one. 
"My grannie says bananas are good for hangovers," Steve replied. 

"What's your grannie know about hangovers?" Dave asked, amused, but grateful for the snack. 


Steve secretly delighted in seeing Dave reverently handling the banana, carefully peeling down the sides and 
then taking a tentative bite, the phallic shape disappearing behind his parted lips. When he chewed it he looked 
like a chipmunk nibbling on an acorn, Steve thought, his belly fluttering with suppressed glee as he stared at 
Dave stealthily, hoping nobody would notice. 


But one day Dave showed up forty-five minutes late to rehearsal, not just hungover, but still drunk from 
having been up all night partying. Unsteady on his feet and looking white as a sheet, he performed dismally, 
missing notes and playing the wrong chords. Steve thought he might keel over or vomit, or both. The 
customary banana was withheld for obvious reasons. "Is that Dave over there, or a statue of Dave?" the lead 
singer Dennis jeeringly asked at one point. The atmosphere was tense and they had to stop early. Everyone 
expected Steve to blow up but he didn't. Afterwards though, Steve rushed out to Dave's car and tapped on the 


driver's side window before he drove away. 


"Listen, Dave, you can't be late again, and you can't show up blitzed out of your head like that," Steve said 
sternly. 


"Sorry," Dave squeaked, looking up at Steve with bloodshot eyes and a pitiful expression, too demoralized and 


exhausted to say any more. 
Steve immediately felt terrible, like he'd just swatted a kitten 


Later, at home, he couldn't get the image of Dave's dejected face out of his mind He wished he hadn't said 
anything, or at least tempered the situation with some humor. But why was he dwelling on this, when he had 
never hesitated before to reprimand bandmates? Something about the way Dave had looked at him, those big 
blue eyes, his slightly crooked mouth, the innocent gaze that seemed to expect something, but what? A 
punishment, an apology, a physical gesture of some sort? It was bewitching to Steve. He felt a weakness, an 


unfamiliar but not unpleasant sensation 


When the band had to pile into a car together Steve would do his best to sit next to Dave in the backseat, 
hoping the route had an abundance of sharp turns so their bodies would get squished together, close enough 
to feel his body heat, touch his soft clothes, sniff his caramel-scented hair, or, if it was after they'd played a 
gig, to smell the musky tang of his sweat. Luckily such car rides usually took place in the dark so Steve's 
erection could bulge in his jeans unobserved. He tried to tell himself he was just horny, or lonely, too busy for 
a girlfriend, excited about the band finally doing well, or any other outlandish excuse. But the fact was that 


being so close to Dave made him crazy. 


So it was a magnificent day for Steve when he offered to scratch an unreachable itch on Dave's back and he 
accepted, Steve valiantly stepped in after seeing Dave ineffectively twisting his arm behind his back and 
stretching his fingers towards a just-barely inaccessible spot between his shoulder blades. 


"Let me get that for you," Steve said, striving to sound casual. 


Dave was a little drunk and so didn't flinch when Steve shamelessly plunged his entire hand and arm under the 
back of his shirt. He found it hard to say no to Steve no matter what it was. He was the boss, after all. A 
small whimper escaped from Steve's lips -- he was tipsy too, and almost swooned when he felt the 
smoothness of Dave's warmblooded body right under his fingertips. Against all logic, Steve wished he could pick 


him up in his arms and curl him into a little bundle to carry off and cuddle whenever he wanted. 


After that initial episode, Dave figured it hadn't done any harm and would accept what became Steve's regular 
pre-show offers of a back "massage," gamely leaning forward and letting Steve hike up the back of his shirt, 
feeling his hand snaking across his flesh, up his spine, then scratching and stroking him like a cat. Dave actually 
loved being petted, especially having his head and back scratched. It made his nipples hard and it relaxed him. 
Steve was unable to restrain himself and would get very aroused giving these back rubs, especially when Dave 


moaned and squirmed under his touch. Steve had never jerked off into so many pub toilets in his life. He 


couldn't help it. It was either that or go on stage with a hard-on. 


Then during shows, the onstage entertainment would be enjoyed by more than just the audience, especially 
when Dave performed what he modestly referred to as his "party tricks." Whenever he played the guitar with 
his teeth, Jimi-Hendrix style, the crowd would go wild, pointing at him and screaming his name. Steve didn't 
need to feel shy staring because everyone stared. Dave wasn't trying to show off, he was just having fun, 
which made the spectacle even more impressive and endearing. Steve felt dazzled and nearly dizzy watching 
him. Sometimes he'd feel his cock swell a little, luckily behind his bass, seeing Dave's cute scrunched up face 
pressed into the guitar strings and his lean biceps bulging as he supported the weight of the guitar. But the 
most tantalizing part was watching his strong left-hand fingers moving methodically on the strings, 


instinctively and almost magically, like the legs of some supernatural creature. 
Steve felt proud. He's mine, he thought. 


It was usually after nights like this that Steve had dreams about Dave. 


Steve is kneeling on a bathroom floor, leaning over the bathtub massaging shampoo into Dave's hair, fingertips raking 
through his wet hair and digging into his scalp until big fluffy suds form. A blob of white foam threatens to drp into 
one of his eyes before Steve quickly whisks it away with his talented fingers. The bath water is clear and Steve 
sees with an electric thrill that Dave's cock is aroused, its pink head pointing straight up toward him trom the 
depths of the tub, 


He carefully tips Dave's head back, supporting its weight with both hands as he dps him gently into the water to 
rinse the lather out of his hair. Wet as a seal, with his hair slicked back, its revealed what well-formed ears Dave 
has, small and nicely flush against his perfectly round head. When he biinks, his saturated eyelashes drp tiny trails 
of water down his cheeks. Steve's curious hands get very bold and start to explore Dave's body, gliding over his 
pale glistening chest, pausing briefly fo skm over his npples and feel the trail of hair under his belly button, and 
finally reaching down between his legs 


Even surrounded by the warmth of the bath water Steve's hand can stil feel the intense heat radiating from 
Dave's cock The water distorts the visual details but Steve can feel how thick it is, and uncut, like his. He strokes 
up and down its slippery length, slowly at first, squeezing gently on the upstroke, then going a bit taster, making 
npples in the water that slap against the edges of the tub. Dave's clear blue eyes look up at Steve trustingly then 
flutter closed as he moans, overwhelmed by pleasure. Hands clutching the edges of the tub, head thrown back, 
mouth open, he's a breathtaking sight. Its the same expression of bliss he sometimes has when he plays a 
challenging guitar solo, Steve thinks as he grips tighter and pumps hard Come for me, Davey. Fuck, let me watch 


You. 


When Steve woke up, it was his own cock his hand was holding, rock hard and sticky with his juices. He was so 
close to coming already he only had to jerk it a few times before cum started pulsing out onto his stomach 
and his sheets. In a daze, with the intense pleasure of his orgasm still seizing his body, he thumped his left 


fist into the bed in frustration In the dream, he'd been so close to achieving his aim, that to be yanked out of 
the fantasy at the last minute was maddening. He was naked and damp with sweat. But then he thought, what 
the fuck? I'm not queer, and | don't fancy Dave, he thought to himself desperately. He was so agitated that he 


didn't even bother cleaning himself up and simply turned over and tried to get back to sleep. 


On a night off a few weeks later, in a crowded pub, Steve was sitting in a booth with a few acquaintances 
watching a football match on the telly when he spotted Dave standing at the bar with his new girlfriend. No, 
wait a minute, that's not his girlfriend, thats a different bird, Steve thought. Dave was kindhearted and 
easygoing but he didn't have much self control. Put two shots of Jaegermeister and a tasty pint of beer in 
front of him any hour of the day and he'd chug them all down without reservation, and it was the same with 


women. Lucky for him he was was irresistible too. 


Dave was perched on the edge of a barstool with his feet flat on the floor, legs forming a V with the girl 
standing in the middle. Her arms were resting on his shoulders, putting her hands in the perfect position to 
play with his hair behind his head as they talked and kissed. Steve watched as she brushed Dave's hair away 
from his neck, lifting the blond mass up, wrapping it around her hand and placing it over his right shoulder. A 
few stray strands were stuck from sweat against his skin and she peeled them away with a single fingernail, 
sweeping them aside and reuniting them with the rest of his hair. 


"There's a bloke sitting over there -- don't look -- with long brown hair. He's been watching us," she said into 


his ear after catching Steve's eye for the third time. 
"Yeah, that's Steve. He's in my band," Dave said without having to verify it by looking. 


"What, does he have some psychological hang-ups or something? He's really staring at us," she said, trying not 


to look in Steve's direction again. 
"He doesn't mean anything by it," Dave said, not knowing how to explain it any further. 
‘Its a bit creepy," she said. "But kind of a turn on" 


Steve's inquisitive eyes stared as Dave wedged one of his thighs in between her legs, working it subtly back 
and forth, his arm circling her waist and pulling her in until his leg was rubbing on just the right spot. Their 
mouths opened to one another and they kissed for a minute or two, heads tilted to opposite sides, tongues 
lapping and prodding. When they separated, a glistening string of saliva stretched between her mouth and 
Dave's bottom lip. She cupped the bulge in his jeans and squeezed it gently. 


A group of people suddenly blocked Steve's view as they meandered through the middle of the pub and he 
desperately tried to dart his eyes around the cracks in their formation, but thankfully they soon moved on. 
When he regained his view, he saw Dave and his lady friend in the same cozy position, but this time Dave's 


barstool was swiveled a few degrees further away from the bar, towards Steve. She was still between his 


legs, now with one hand hidden down in the shadowed area where her hips met his groin. Dave's eyes met 
Steve's for one mortifying heart-stopping moment. Steve quickly looked away, his face burning. He thought he 
had seen a scowl on Dave's face, a reproachful squint, a crease wrinkling his forehead in disapproval. Was that 
meant for him? He wanted to look again, because the action had been getting pretty hot, and he wanted to see 
more, something different, anything to expel the vision of Dave's frowning face from his mind, but he couldn't 


risk meeting Dave's gaze again. 


Steve felt helplessly alone and empty. Not to mention embarrassed. He would never get to possess Dave, he 
thought as he stared coldly at the television above the bar. And now he had gone too far and carelessly failed 


to better conceal his foolish infatuation. 


But like a bee drawn toward the sweet nectar of a blossom, Steve's eyes inevitably returned to Dave after 
only a few moments. Dave now had his head tilted forward, his face mostly covered by his hair, although 
Steve could see that he was biting his bottom lip. The only indication that the girl was up to any funny 
business was her elbow wobbling slightly up and down at her side. Dave was was panting, his shoulders rising 
and falling rapidly. His hands were clenched on her lower back, tendons flexing and veins protruding as his 
fingers dug into her. Every few seconds he would lurch forward slightly and then roughly pull her a little 
closer in a sudden spasm, over and over, his small movements growing increasingly frantic. People surrounded 
them on both sides but nobody seemed to notice anything amiss. Christ, Steve thought, trying to casually 
crane his neck to get a better view, does she actually have his cock out, in public, or is she just going to make 
him come in his pants? Either way, apparently Dave couldn't hold it in any longer because suddenly his body 
tensed and he shuddered a few times, his forearms crushing the black leather of her jacket, and then his 


shoulders relaxed and he sat back 


After witnessing this priceless display, Steve felt the need to swill down half a pint of ale. He looked over at 
Dave one more time, and now Dave was smiling, almost laughing, a big authentic smile. Dave made unabashed 
eye contact with Steve, raised his hand in the air and waved him over as if he'd just spotted him for the first 
time. Steve realized in a flash that he shouldn't feel sad but should consider himself lucky, in fact. Most people 
would never even get this close. He'd been given a gift for life, and that gift was Dave. 


